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NEW YORK, SATURDAY, APRIL 7, 1883. 


A Voyage to the Gold Coast; 

Jack Bond’s Quest. 

By FRANK H. CONVERSE, 

A uthor of “ Harry Hale's Log Book, 1 ' “ Blown out tc 
Sea ; 1 “ Strange Fortunes of Max Penhurst ; 1 

“ Darcyl' etc. 

CHAPTER VII. 

Scarcely had Marie’s words escaped her lips, 
than Jack was on his feet, and had reached the 
window at one bound. Nor did he stop there: Tak¬ 
ing in the situation at a glance, 
he seized a pendant limb of the 
big elm which shaded the little 
piazza in summer-time, and, as 

sport, swung himself downward 
into the garden-path like an ac- 

“ You mean coward—get out 
of this 1 ” he exclaimed, with 
flashing eyes, as Augustus be¬ 
gan a stammered explanation, 
in which the words “just for 

And Jack further emphasized 
his words by seizing the unfor¬ 
tunate Augustus by his immac¬ 
ulate collar with one sinewy 
hand, while the other clutched 
his garments in the rear. 

Luckily, the gate was 


Gus’ particular friend, Chester, thrust his tongue 
ito his cheek, arid gave his companion a sly kick. 

“Yes, Jones; I’ve heard that you’re a very dan¬ 
gerous fellow,” began Pinkney, gravely, when, 
glancing at the group in the garden, he caught sight 
of Marie’s face, as, having removed her shade hat, 
she stood swinging it carelessly by the strings, while 
she talked with Jack and Dick Earle. He stopped 
his speech and uttered a suppressed exclamation. 
1 What’s the trouble, Court ? ” asked his compan- 
, as he drove on, leaving Augustus brushing the 
sand from his ruffled plumage. 

‘Nothing,” was the careless reply: “only I 


Messrs. Augustus Jones and Chester Martin were 

So that I think young Mr. Martin’s mental guess 
was very far out of the way. 

Leaving the two to their own devices for the 
present, let us now return to the discomfited Augus¬ 
tus, whom we left by the roadside, much disturbed in 
body and mind. 

Having brushed himself and settled his collar, if 
not his choler, young Mr. Jones approached 
Gamer’s buggy, with the evident intention of taking 
his seat therein. But Dick Earle walked down to 
the gate at the same moment. 

“See here, Gus,” he observed very quietly; “I 
guess that you needn t mind getting in there, 

‘ ‘ Why not ? ” growled the astonished youth, paus¬ 
ing, with one foot on the rim of the hub, and o 
gloved hand holding the rail. 

“ Because,” answered Dick, very audibly; “ wh 
a fellow forgets that he’s a gentleman, or ought 


carried it from the hinges in his 
onward progress. For, with an 

his victim, seemed almost in¬ 
credible, Jack sent him spinning 
between the gate-posts into the 
road, with such momentum that, 

posite side, into which 
most undignified manner, it is 
where he might have brought up. 

Now, the light-house at the end of the point, was 
a famous resort for lovers of fish-dinners and clam- 
chowders. And in the summer months, teams from 
Barmouth were constantly passing and repassing 
the Bond house, on their way to and from this place 
of good cheer. 

• “Hallo, Gus ; what’s up, eh ?” 

With horror, Augustus arose from his recumbent 
position, to meet the eagerly inquisitive gaze of his 
friend Chester Martin, who had just then pulled up 
directly opposite him. It was a Barmouth House 
- team, and, sitting beside Chester, was a young man 
whom the gilded (and would-be-fast) youth of Bar¬ 
mouth delighted to honor — Mr. Courtney Pinkney, 
who spoke of himself vaguely as a “ Southerner.” 

He was dark complexioned, with a somewhat sal¬ 
low face, dark hair and eyes, and a thin moustache 
of the same color. 

“ Doctors told me I’d be’n goin’ it too doosid fast, ” 
was young Mr. Pinkney’s languid explanation of his 
presence in Barmouth some months earlier than the 
regulation watering-place season; “ and I must hunt 
out some quiet place, with lots of ozone, and iodine, 
and sea-air, and all that sort of thing, close down to 
the sea — that’s how I happened down to this little 
dead-and-alive town. ” 

Which might or might not have been the case; 
but, as we shall see more of Mr. Pinkney further on 
in the story, we may learn more about him. 

“ Hope you hain’t been fighting, Jones,” conde¬ 
scendingly remarked Mr. Pinkney, his black eyes 
gleaming with amusement under the brim of the 
soft, black, “ slouch" hat, which he always affected, 
as being indispensable to the toilet of a South- 

“ I had some words with that low-lived Bond fel¬ 
low, in there," explained Gus, with a very red face, 
glancing angrily back into the garden, as a burst of 
smothered laughter reached his ears; “and, rather 
than have any disturbance where there are females 
around, I kind of hurried off — for, when my temper 
does get the upper hand,” Augustus said, with a 
portentous shake of his head ; “ I’m apt to make 
things lively for a time.” 


“That’s just what Doctor Garner has been bor¬ 
ing at me about for a month,” Dick answered, care¬ 
lessly, as with both hands in his pockets, he exe¬ 
cuted a waltz step in the gravel path. “ He was in 
a regular rage when I told him that I didn’t think it 
would pay, and that I’d a sight rather go off on a 
yachting trip to Mt. Desert, or somewhere, ” added 
this heedless youth, who was throwing away the 
best days of his life in aimless pursuit of present 

His friend looked at him steadily for a moment 

“ Dick,” he said, quite gravely, “ do you know, I 
can’t understand, for the life of me, how it is that a 
young fellow with an average amount of brains-" 

“Ah, I suppose not,” replied Dick, with affected 
lightness. Then pausing a moment, he spoke in 
the serious tone peculiar to himself, when the no¬ 
bler part of his nature came to the surface : 

“Jack,” he said, “I believe I should be happier 
if I could change places with you to-day.” 

“I know you would,” laughed Jack, “but then, 
my boy, I’m by no means sure that I’d change with 
you. Why, perhaps I shall be a millionaire before 
fall, who knows ? ” 

“What do you mean ?” asked his friend in some 
surprise — for it was something very unusual for 
steady-going Jack Bond to talk after this fashion. 

“ Come down to the Sea Witch to-morrow, and 
I’ll tell you,” was all the an¬ 
swer he received, and after 
talking together for some lit¬ 
tle time longer, they sepa¬ 
rated — Jack entering the 
house, while Dick Earle, 
mounting into his guardian’s 
buggy, drove slowly and 
thoughtfully home, passing 
Augustus, just as that scowl- 

Barmouth village. • 

CHAPTER VIII. 

On arriving in front of Dr. 
Gamer’s handsome house, 
Dick turned the horse up the 


Mrs. Bond,” exclaimed Marie, with a merry laugh, 
as Augustus disappeared from view. She ran lightly 
up the path as she spoke — Dick Earle watching her 
retreating form with a puzzled expression on his face. 

“ I wish I could think where I had seen Miss 
Lafleur, or some one ever so much like her,” he 
said, knitting his brows. 

“Yes?” Jack observed, in a non-committal sort 
of way, hardly able to suppress a smile. 

“Yes," returned his friend, “and it’s queer I 
can't remember. What are you laughing at, any¬ 
way ? ” he added, curiously. 


fellows i 

of omission rather than 
part due to Jack Bond’s good influence, and partly 
to a certain nobility of character inherited from his 


sistance of grosser temptations is only known to 
Him who heard them, but the great hereafter will 
show. 

With some trepidation Dick entered the house, 
passed directly upstairs, and knocked at the door of 
the room which the doctor persisted in denomina¬ 
ting as a “ study "—perhaps because so little of the 
kind went on between its walls. 

“ Come in,” said a deep but not unkindly voice— 
and Dick entered. 

Doctor Garner was a tall and rather spare man, 

ith a very bald head and a grizzly, white mous- 

He was nervous to a painful degree, and, to a 
stranger, his jerky and unrestful movements were 
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY. 
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY. 
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